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But what auailes, Achilles hart, to haue,
King Creffus welth, the fway of all the world:
The Prince, the Peere, fo to the wretched flaue,
when death affaults, from earthly holdes are whorld.
Yea oft he ilrikes ere one can ftir his eye :
Then good you Hue, as you would dayly dye.

You fee the plight, I wretched now am in,
I looke much like a threfhed ear of corne :
I holde a forme, within a wrimpled ildn,
but from my bones, the fat and flefli is worne
See, fee the man, late plefures Minion:
pinde to the bones, with care and wretched mone

See gallants fee, a picture worth the fight,

(as you are now, my felf was heertofore)

My body late, ftuft ful of manly might,

As bare as lob, is brought to Death his doore.

My hand of late, which fought to win me fame:

Stif clung with colde, wants forfe to write my name.

My legges which bare, my body ful of flem,
Vnable are, to flay my bones vpright :
My tung (God wot) which talkt as one would wifh,
In broken woords, can fcarce my minde recite.
My head late ftuft, with wit and learned fkil:
may now conceiue, but not conuay my wil.

What fay you freends, this fudain chaunge to fee ?
You rue my greef, you doo like flefh and blood:
But mone your fmnes, and neuer morne for me,
And to be plain, I would you vnderftood.
My hart dooth fwim, in feas of more delight:
Then your who feems, to rue my wretched plight.